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Upcoming 
Events 

Sunday  

November 18, 2012 

Open House 2-5 pm 

ANNUAL MEETING 2:30 

Election of officers 

Program  3 p.m. 

Craig Braack:   

Erie Railroad 

 
Sunday  

December 2, 2012 

CHRISTMAS OPEN HOUSE 

1 to 4:30 p.m. 

Musical program 2:30   

Almond Union Church 

OCTOBER 23, 1967 . . . FIRE, NAPTHA  
MAKE IT A HECTIC DAY IN ALMOND 

Compiled by Donna B. Ryan 

Forty five years ago this fall -- October 23, 1967 -- was a 
major news day for Almond Village – when fire wiped out one 
of the oldest landmarks in the area, and ten cars were derailed a 
short distance away on the Erie  Lackawanna’s tracks. 

Big headlines in the Evening Tribune reported:  “A major fire 
broke out just before noon today in the Almond business block 
housing the M&D Auto Supply Store and the Palmer Sporting 
Goods business. . . . The flames apparently began on the 
ground floor in the auto supply shop and were fed by exploding 
cans and bottles of paint and chemicals.  Flames spread quickly 
into the second story and moved toward Palmer’s Store.  
Volunteers, numbering about 50 and including adults and 
children, began moving merchandise and furnishings from the 
store and piling them in front of Coslo’s.  (Ed. note:  At that 
time, Coslo’s was located at the present site of Muhleisen’s)   
For a time flames gave way to smoke, and it appeared to 
observers that the firefighters were gaining.  However the flames 
ate their way through the second story above Palmer’s, and 
soon were burning more fiercely than ever. 

“By 12:45 the Palmer Store was completely in flames.  
Between the M&D and Palmer’s is Smitty’s Barber Shop, also 
in flames.   Three families lived in upstairs apartments in the 
building, and they were evacuated safely.  Among materials 

taken out of Palmer’s were the Town of 
Almond clerk’s records.  Albert Palmer, 
owner of the sporting goods store, has been in 
business 34 years on the site.  Today he and 
his wife were marking their 14th wedding 
anniversary.  ‘I’ve lost everything.  I don’t 
want to talk about it,’ Palmer said.  Shotgun 
shells and paint cans were still exploding in 
the burning building just before 1 p.m,” the 
Tribune reported. 

Over 100 firemen from eight departments 
“battled the fire, using their pumpers and 
laying lines to nearby Canacadea Creek.  The 
fire companies finally began going home 

Photo taken by Ken Hagadorn 1967,  
restored by Sean Phelan 
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about 3 p.m., leaving the Almond firemen to 
handle the mop-up.  Hot spots still were flaring 
up as late as 10 p.m. that night,” according to the 
newspaper.   

At the same time, other fire companies went 
to the site of the 10-car derailment just opposite 
the Almond dump, concerned about leaking 
naptha from the overturned tankers.  “Using four 
cans of a new detergent-type foam from the 
Hornell department, the danger area was 
blanketed  to prevent any sparks generated in 
moving from igniting the naptha.  A crane then 
lifted the tanker and the other cars from the 
tracks.  Erie-Lackawanna work crews, working 
under flood and spotlights, replaced ruined rails 
and 
normal 
traffic was 
restored” 
the next 
morning, 
the Evening 
Tribune 
recounted. 

The 
next day’s 
Tribune, 
October 24, 1967, continued with these reports:  
“Fred Darling was alone in the M&D Auto 
Supply store when he heard a noise in a storage 
room and thought a cat had pushed something 
over.  Smitty, the barber, had just finished with a 
customer.  Minutes later the ancient wooden 
building was in flames, and before it was over 
last night an entire Almond business block had 
been destroyed.” 

Despite the raging flames and the incessant 
explosion of paint cans and ammunition, there 
were no reported injuries.  The only casualty was 
a Pekingese dog trapped in Barbara Dickinson’s 
apartment, which Don Washburn bravely tried 
to save but was forced back by the flames.    

 Wayne Kellogg, who has continuously 
served the AHS as a board member and/or 
treasurer since its inception in 1965, was fire 

chief at the time.  Today, at age 91, he remembers 
the day vividly:  “I was running the mail route, 
and Lee Ryan Sr. was riding with me, learning the 
route to be my sub.  We got down into town and 
saw what was happening, and we stopped at the 
park and I jumped out of the car.  I told him to 
take the outgoing mail back to the Post Office and 
run the rest of the route.  It was the biggest fire 
Almond had ever had . . . dangerous with paint 
cans flying out of Alan Knight’s store and hot 
coals flying around.   We had a lot of firemen 
there, keeping watch of the houses next door.  We 
had firemen and a State Police car posted all 
night, to prevent looting.” 

The business owners suffered heavy financial 
losses:   The 
M&D 
building, 
separated 
from the 
Palmer 
building by 
a closed 
space of 
several 
inches, was 
owned by 
Alan Knight 

of Ft. Myers, FL, and Mosher and Darling had 
just signed an agreement to purchase it out of rent.  
They had not been able to secure adequate 
insurance coverage on the wood building due to 
its age, condition, and tar paper roof. Lee Mosher, 
in writing “The Rest of the Story” for the May 
2000 AHS newsletter, noted that he and his 
partner leased the former Hagadorn  Hardware 
from the Torrence family (at the corner of Main 
and Karrdale Ave) and “for the next two years 
tried to restore and sell the remaining stock . . .but 
turnover in sales was too slow to rebuild the 
business . . . and (we) finally sold the largest 
portion to a junk dealer.”  He termed the fire a 
“lasting, unrecoverable loss”.  Don Smith set up  
“Smitty’s  Barber Shop” in the basement of his 
house on the north end of the village, and later 
built a small shop in his front yard.   

OCTOBER 23, 1967 . . . FIRE, NAPTHA MAKE IT A HECTIC DAY IN ALMOND Cont… 

Budd Hotel ca. 1900— 
Later Palmer  
Block 



 3 

OCTOBER 23, 1967 . . . FIRE, NAPTHA MAKE IT A HECTIC DAY IN ALMOND Cont… 

The June 1999 AHS newsletter gives more 
insight into the tragic results of that October day:  
“The impact of the fire on Almond residents is 
evidenced by their ability to pinpoint where they 
were and what they were doing when they heard 
the news . .. or when they 
happened upon the scene.  
The community’s loss of a 
favorite place to congregate 
and the deep personal blow 
to Al and his family is 
described in an AACS 
English class essay about 
the fire found in the 
archives files, written by 
Al’s son, Ben. Summing up, 
he writes:  “I shall never 
forget the day that 
happened. . .that was one of 
the worst days of my life.”   
“But Al was not a quitter.  
Through his life, he had 
conquered a handicap that 
would have made some 
folks give up and become 
bitter.  With his friends’ 
help, he soon was in 
business again, only on a 
much smaller scale.  On 
December 9, 1967, the 
Tribune ran another update on the efforts of 
Smitty, Mosher and Darling, and Al to salvage 
their businesses:  ‘But it is Palmer’s recovery that 
is perhaps the most remarkable.  Crippled from 
the waist down by polio since he was four years 
old, he was still able to operate Palmer’s 
Sporting  Goods for more than 34 years, making 
him by far the senior businessman in the block.  
He was 25 years old and had just lost his job as 
town clerk in an election (he was elected at 21, 
the youngest person ever to hold the post in 
Almond) when he opened Palmer’s Sporting 
Goods on Main Street.  It grew to be a popular 
hangout of youth in the community with its soda 
fountain and pool tables, and a favorite shopping 
place for sportsmen from throughout the area.  

Then came the morning of last October 23 and 
destruction.’” 

The Tribune noted that Al’s loss was more than 
thousands of dollars’ worth of merchandise and 
real estate that day.  “Part of his life also went up 

in flames.  But 19 days 
later, Palmer and a group 
of friends had put together 
a small wooden building 
on the front lawn of his 
home.  There, almost 
directly opposite the ruins 
of the business block, he 
operates the new Palmer’s 
Sporting Goods store.  
One day, he expects to 
rebuild on the original site, 
‘if things go right.’” 

But things didn’t go 
right . . .and various men 
testified in the Oct 1999 
AHS newsletter about the 
toll the fire had taken on 
Al, physically and 
emotionally.  The next 
spring, Al took sick but 
would not go to the doctor.  
His family explained:  
“The doctor stopped at the 

house on his way through town and told us he had 
pneumonia . . .but we did not know how sick he 
was.”  At the prime of life, on April 28, 1968, a 
little over six months after the fire, Al died at his 
home at the age of 59. 

Today’s generation sees an apartment building 
on the Palmer block site . . . and the stories and 
anecdotes of the “Palmer era” are only memories.  
Those who do remember don’t want to be termed 
“old-timers” . . . but you have to be at least 
“middle aged” to remember . . . .  (For more 
information on Al Palmer and his legendary man-
cave hangout, check out the June 1999 AHS 
newsletter, available by contacting me at 
leedonna.ryan@gmail.com) 

 



 4 

Vintage Items Find their Way Home 
By Donna Ryan 

Several recent acquisitions by the Almond 
Historical Society make for great browsing,  
reading and reminiscing:  A scrapbook of 
newspaper clippings from the early 1960s compiled 
by Harriet Ide Jay, AACS Alcens from the “early 
years”, a couple of Victorian-era autograph books, 
and two unique Phelan pieces. 

HARRIET’S SCRAPBOOK offers photos 
and stories from a wide 
variety of subjects, 
including local cub 
scouts and boy scouts, 
area sports, the 
Horsetraders 
Convention, weddings, 
engagements and birth 
announcements, 
accounts of tragedies 
and special events, 
candid photos of 
playground activities, 
and stories of local 
folks. 

The inside front 
cover features a September 1962 photo of Almond 
den mothers in “storybook hero” costume:  Ann 
Lorow, Jean Hanks, Dora Gillette and Bea Lorow.  
Below it is an August 1963 photo of several 
attendees of the 42nd annual George Kame World’s 
Original Horse Traders Convention at the Don 
Heers farm, with the caption advertising a donkey 
baseball game, auction, horse pull and chicken 
barbecue.   

Two clippings, twenty years apart, show two 
local boys receiving their Eagle Scout award – the 
highest award in scouting:  Thorl Drake, Dec 5, 
1944, and Tom and Edward Nisbet (with their 
father, Scoutmaster Elton Nesbit of Troop 26) ca. 
1962.   

Playground pictures of the early 1960s show 
David Tucker, Bobby Tucker, Janet Cole, Debbie 
Thompson, Amy Thompson and Sharon Cole 
posing on a slide; and a  “full load” on the merry-
go-round:  Linda Garrison, Steven Tuttle, Teresa 
Tuttle, Colleen Wagner, Teresa Rawleigh, Clayton 
Tuttle, Diane Garrison, Melanie Clark, Debbie 
VanDuser, Lorraine Rawleigh, James Tucker, 
Danny Averill, Dawn Gifford, Terri Gifford and 
Barbara Hanks.    Another photo is captioned 

“Almond Models” and show a “trio of Almond girls” 
modeling hats they made:  Laurie Coleman, Nancy 
Hanks and Robin Lorow.  Nancy Clicquennoi, 
playground instructor, is shown helping the kids make 
ash trays!   Mrs. Clinton Hamlin, longtime Almond 
librarian, is pictured checking out books for Monte 
Bates, Ricky Hamlin, Beverly Goodwin and Connie 
McIntosh. 

A picture dated July 
14, 1962, shows Fire 
Chief Ernie Bird and 
some of his crew, Ron 
Rawleigh, Max Marvin, 
Bob Decker, Wayne 
Kellogg and Martin 
Gillette, displaying the 
fire company’s new 
resuscitator.  A large 
Dixson family cemetery 
monument is pictured, 
broken in several pieces, 
the August 1962 work of 
vandals – with seventeen 
other monuments upset.  
Other photos and stories 

of Almond folks feature Willard Smith, “top-ranking 
horseshoe pitcher in the Southern Tier”; “Flower 
Grower Bert Sherwood”, “Almond’s Oldest Citizen – 
Fred Makeley”, local authors Carol Fenner and John 
F. Reynolds;   A large full color photo, cut out from 
the February 7, 1953 Colliers magazine, shows Duane 
Dennison, Almond Telephone Company lineman and 
Mabel McIntosh, operator, at the old-time 
switchboard.    

PHELAN ITEMS: 
Pat Johnson Reichert of Newtown, CT, who 

was in town for the AA Alumni Association banquet, 
brought two items “back” for safe keeping at the 
Hagadorn House.   One, a small covered jar, was 
made by Linn L. Phelan in 1950.  The other, a terra 
cotta bust of herself, had been done by Helene Phelan 
more than sixty years ago for an art class she was 
taking.  “I was paid $3 to model for that class. 
Although Helene was talented in many ways, 
including writing, we had not heard of her prowess as 
a potter. . . . so we contacted son Andy, who lives in 
OK, via email to fill us in.  Here is his reply:   “Yes, 
Pat is correct.  My mother did some modeling of 
heads and animals at one point.  I don't remember the 
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Vintage Items Find their Way Home Cont… 

class or circumstances but she did them.  I have some 
animals that she did - small ones.  I also have a couple 
of short stories that she not only wrote but did some 
drawings/illustrations for them as well.  (None 
published).” 

VINTAGE AUTOGRAPH BOOKS: 
The Hagadorn House has a small collection of 

Victorian autograph books, donated through the years 
by family members.  Two more have been received, 
treasured possessions of the late Carrie Haskins 
(Woodruff), ca. 1880, and Florence Karr (Oliver), ca. 
1890.   These popular keepsakes of the late 19th 
century contain autographs and drawings of friends 
and relatives who share their thoughts and sentiments 
in bits of poetry or rhyme, done in lovely old 
Victorian script.   

Thanks to the Almond Historical Society’s 
website, Carrie’s autograph book has found its way 
back “home”.  Ten years ago, a man by the name of 
Bob Reiter from Seven Hills, PA, posted this 
message: “I have an autograph book owned by Carrie 
Haskins. . .  I was wondering if any of her 
descendants were still around.  Almost all autographs 
list Almond, NY, as their hometown.”   He explained 
that the autograph book had been given to his mother-
in-law as a Christmas present, but his curiosity sent 
him on a search for more information.  We recently 
received the autograph book in the mail with this 
note:  “Hi:  I thought you might like to have this for 
your Historical Society. I wrote about this book a few 
years ago.  Now it’s going home.  Bob Reiter”     

Following Bob’s initial contact in 2002, thanks to 
the AHS  Haskins family file, various documents and 
clippings helped to put some of the pieces of the  
tragic Haskins/Woodruff story together.   Carrie had 
married Miles Woodruff in 1897, but the couple was 
killed in a horrendous accident when a train hit their 
horse-drawn carriage in 1906.  A search of newspaper 
microfilm records at Hornell Public and Hinkle 
Libraries provided gruesome accident details and 
further insight into the couple’s life:  The Woodruffs 
were prosperous farmers on Pennsylvania Hill and the 
disaster had orphaned two children, Florence, 4, and 
George, 6.   Separated and raised by different family 
members, the children were not close.  Florence 
married Glenn Wilcox and they lived on the Charles 
Karr farm on Karr Valley, and George Woodruff 
remained in Almond the rest of his life as well.  In 
ensuing years, more tragedy followed the Haskins 
family  . . . and a Christmas dinner hosted by 
Florence’s daughter-in-law, Karen, and attended by 

George revealed the identity of a previously 
unidentified couple found in long hidden portraits. . .   
Read the complete story in the April/May/June 2002 
AHS newsletter.  

===================== 
Florence’s  autograph book has been given to the 

Hagadorn House  great-granddaughter, Jenny Wagner 
Hager.    According to Helene Phelan’s notes in the 
archives, Florence Karr married Harry Oliver,  and  
they had two sons, Darwin and Cleon, and one 
daughter, Mrs. Esther Wagner.   Florence died on 
April 12, 1964 at the age of 90 at the Wagner home at 
17 Chapel Street, Almond.   

Several of  Florence’s Karr relatives signed her 
book: “Compliments of your cousin, Della Karr, Dec 
29, 1890.  A large oval frame holds Della’s portrait in 
the new office building.   Other Karr relatives leave 
humorous comments:  Leon M. Karr, Almond, NY,  
wrote:  “If you want to laugh, just look at my 
autograph.  2/22/1891.  Ida Karr, Your cousin  
Hornellsville :  Jan 23, 1890:  “He who courts and 
goes away, lives to court another day. But he who 
stay, if McGinty’s a kicker, will just get mashed, well 
I should snicker.”   

Others leave sentimental remarks:  “I wish but for 
one little spot – for which to write ‘forget me not’. 
Ever your friend, Clara Page, Almond,   Dec 16, 
1891”. . . . .  “There’s never a day so sunny, but a 
little cloud appears, There’s never a life so happy but 
has its time of tears.” Sincerely your friend, Mittie 
Hathaway, Jan 6, 1895.  

Words of advice in the form of poetry abound:     
“Go to friends for advice, To women for pity, To 
strangers for clarity, and relatives for nothing!”   Kate 
Sherwood, Hornellsville, NY Oct 22 1890 . . . . “In 
the storms of life When you need an umbrella  May 
you have to uphold it  A handsome young fellow.”  
Maud Waves   1/1/1890  Hornellsville  . . . As sure as 
comes your wedding day, a broom to you I’ll send In 
sunshine use the bushy part, in storms the other end.   
W. T. Lawrence, Hornellsville, NY 6/21/1890 . . . 
“Believe not each accusing tongue as most weak 
people do.  But believe that story wrong which aught 
not to be true.”  Your sincere friend, Alma A. Tucker  
12/16/91 

We are pleased that we now have a home for 
these irreplaceable treasures in our new 
office/archives building.  If you have historical items 
that pertain to Almond town and village, we would be 
happy to receive them and provide a place of 
safekeeping for generations to enjoy.   
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News From Our Archivist--Doris MontGomery 

I am amazed at how much more exposure we 
are getting since opening the new office. Almost 
every week we have someone who comes in 
looking for family information.  Since we now have 
enough room, we have at least 3-5 volunteers who 
come to help on Friday afternoons.  Our regulars 
are Sheryl House, Barbara Bernstein,  Kitty Baker,  
Donna Ryan, Lillian Hanks and myself.  We are 
working on organizing and getting items and files 
settled and reclassified and relocated so we can find 
things.   

We are SO THANKFUL for the new building, 
where we have room to work and we have an area 
where we can lay out files and reference books for 
visitors who are looking for information. 

I am, however, concerned about the upstairs 
storage area in the new building.  It is a very large 
area, and we need it for storage.  However it needs 
insulation and some type of climate control to 
increase our ability to keep items in good condition. 

We have many fragile items that cannot stand 
extreme temperature change, and we would love to 
have that area so that it is useable. 

We found an atlas, ca. 1840, owned by the Angell 
family – early Almond settlers – that was wrapped in 
archival paper.  When we opened it, the first page or 
two were disintegrating, but after that, it was in rather 
good shape.  It was amazing to look at!   We have a 
treasure trove of things we have to protect and keep 
from being deteriorated further.  Upstairs in the 
Hagadorn House there are many old maps, just to 
name one group that needs protection.  We have 
pictures, documents, newspapers, and much much 
more. 

We are very grateful for the AHS board’s vision 
and our members’ generosity in providing the new 
office/archives building.  But we are hoping that the 
AHS board will be able to finish the project so that 
there is proper climate control upstairs.  We need it 
badly.    

Editor’s note:  In our last newsletter, July/Aug/Sept 2012, we referenced 
an email from Karin Fullam from Mifflinburg, PA, who had come to 
Almond looking for the grave of her fourth great grandmother, Rebecca 
Corey Dana.  She believed the grave to be in the Merwin Cemetery, which 
is located by the Austin Cheney home on Mill Street. However, hesitating 
to walk through their yard, Karin went to Cheney’s door and requested 
permission to go into the cemetery.  We found out later that her “host” 
was Nick Cheney.  In August, Karin sent Nick this letter of thanks – and 
this explanation of her search. 
 
Dear Nick, 

I wanted to write to you and thank you so much for allowing 
us to check out the cemetery behind your house that early 
Saturday morning in July.  I was looking for my great-great-great-
great-grandmother's headstone that I knew from 1961 records of 
Merwin Cemetery was there.  She had for 230 years been a 
mystery and nobody knew who her parents were, but I think I 
might have figured it out.   

The man who I think was her uncle, Joseph Corey, is buried at the top of the hill in the other 
cemetery in town, Woodlawn Cemetery.  If you find the oldest road through the center of that 
cemetery,  he and his family are just to one side.  Right now there is a cedar tree down in their family 
plot, so you can locate it easily.  When Joseph was 15 he was obviously very brave, as he had marched 
off to battle with his older brothers and fought in the Wyoming Valley Massacre during the 
Revolutionary War.   The Wyoming Valley was not in the state of Wyoming, but in Pennsylvania 
where Wilkes-Barre now is – Wyoming was the Indian name. 

All 3 of Joseph's older brothers, including my ancestor's father and one or two of her young 

REBECCA COREY DANA’S GRAVE FOUND BY HER G-G-G-G-GRANDDAUGHTER 
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REBECCA COREY DANA’S GRAVE FOUND BY HER G-G-G-G-GRANDDAUGHTER cont… 

brothers that fought that day were killed, and really most of the guys from Forty Fort, the fort there, 
were killed.  Some were tortured by the Indians who made them sit in a circle around a big rock and 
then they were hit in the head by a tomahawk.   That rock is still there today, called “Queen Esther's 
Rock”.  Some say some of the survivors who tried to escape were caught and other terrible things were 
done to them.    

Joseph escaped by running and jumping in the Susquehanna River and swimming downstream to 
the fort.  Most guys who did that weren't so lucky – many of them were shot in the water by the enemy 
(Iroquois Indians from New York and Tories, nearly 2000 of them) and drowned, and at least two – 
Elijah Shoemaker and  William Hammond -  were tricked by friends to come out of the water with 
promises of mercy, and then whacked on the head with a tomahawk and pushed back into the river to 
die.  There are a lot of stories about the Wyoming Valley Massacre online and not too many of them are 
nice.   The bones of the dead were all buried in a pit, and then dug up 40 years later and put in the vault 
of a monument to the battle.  

 Joseph married Prudence Parks, and they had a bunch of kids, including a child who died at the age 
of four named A. Dana Corey. 

That is interesting, since the lady I was looking for, Rebecca Corey Dana, was the widow of Aziel 
Dana of Wilkes-Barre, PA.  She had to have been a very brave lady, too, since she was only 10 when this 
happened, and she and her family had to run away from the Wyoming Valley after the battle, either to 
fort at Sunbury, PA called Fort Augusta, or to their relatives in New England.  They had no horses, so 
they either floated downstream on rafts to get away from the people who wanted to kill them, or they 
had to walk 300 miles back to where they came from in Connecticut or Rhode Island or New 
Hampshire.   

I think Rebecca's father was Joseph Corey's oldest brother, Jenckes Corey.  Nobody knows what her 
mother's name was, and probably nobody ever will. 

When we walked around the cemetery behind your house, I was at first discouraged looking at all 
the broken headstones and ones you can't even read anymore.  But we looked for quite awhile, and then 
spotted a large headstone very, very close to your house.  That turned out to be the one! 

Her headstone is probably the one that is closest to the back of your house, and very near your side 
lawn.  It faces away from your lawn, but the back side has a large circular hole broken out of it, so you 
can tell it from the back.  The headstone is hard to read, and gets harder all the time, but from the 1961 
record what it says is below: 

 
      
 
 
 
 
  
You can read it if you really study it and you know what it says. 
I am probably the first relative of hers to visit that place in 150 years.  Nobody knew where she was 

buried.  Nobody knew anything about her, except for who she married and who her children were.  Her 
husband's family was really important to the Wyoming Valley – his father, an attorney,  was killed and 
his mother walked back to Connecticut with her 7 children after the battle, taking her husband's 
important papers with her stuffed in a pillowcase.  But Rebecca's family was completely unknown. 

Rebecca isn't a mystery anymore. 
I would be really happy if you could keep an eye on that headstone to make sure nothing happens to 

it.  It is made of sandstone, and that kind of rock has little pieces fall off it all the time, making it harder 
and harder to read.  Someday nobody will be able to read it at all.   

Rebecca 
wife of Aziel Dana 

died Feb. 22, 1848 
aged 79 years, 3 months 

and 18 days. 
Blessed Are the Dead 
Who Die In the Lord. 
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REBECCA COREY DANA’S GRAVE FOUND BY HER G-G-G-G-GRANDDAUGHTER cont… 

I was lucky that you were home and let us find it, and I thank you again.  Hope you are having a 
great summer, and maybe this story will make you a little more interested in other stories of the 
Revolutionary War.  

 There's one right in your own backyard! 
Sincerely,   
Karin Schoonmaker Fullam, Mifflinburg, PA 

(Editor’s note:  Stories abound of the shenanigans and 
pranks which occurred on Halloween night in the Village 
of Almond in the 1950s, and Bud Gillette suggested that 
this topic might be of interest to those who might 
remember) 

An inquiry via email brought forth some stories: 
David Fenner, writing from his home in Huber 

Hts, OH: 
“We moved back to Almond in 1946 and I got 

caught up in all the activities that any ten-year old 
boy was involved in; swimming in the creek, playing 
tag on the beams in nearby barns, building shacks in 
the woods, playing baseball at the Grange Hall and 
the antics that growing boys conceive.  Our 
creativeness was particularly active around 
Halloween. 

“Oh, we did many of the pranks we heard our 
elders discuss while sitting around in Al Palmer’s 
soda fountain/pool hall/sporting goods store on 
Main Street, like soaping windows on cars and local 
businesses.  We did try the one where we half filled a 
paper grocery bag with fresh cow manure, tied the 
middle with string and set the top ablaze after 
placing it on someone’s porch.  We knocked on the 
door and ran to hide in the bushes.  The person 
answering the door would see the blazing bag and 
go to kick it off the porch, but the now soaked 
bottom of the bag would separate and the kicker’s 
foot would be buried in manure. 

“We did abstain from dismantling a buggy and 
putting it on the roof of the building that housed the 
Post Office and my grandfather’s store (this one I 
heard from my father).  We did however use this one 
as the basis for what became our regular annual 
prank as early teenagers. 

“It became our practice for several weeks before 
the last day in October, to note the location of any 
unattended farm machinery near the village.  On 
All-Hallows-Eve, a dozen or so of us would gather 
in the park and head out from there to collect 

whatever machinery we could move and then drag 
them to the park.  The area farmers came to know 
that they could collect their equipment there come 
November 1st. 

“On one memorable Halloween, someone had 
spotted an old, broken-down tractor in Mike 
Murphy’s field on Sand Hill.  We had checked and it 
would move, though the engine was disabled.  Russ 
Allen volunteered (I think he was dared) to pilot the 
beast down the road past the cemetery to the park.  
The bunch of us pushed the tractor to the road and 
started Russ on his way.  He ground along with ever 
increasing speed until he was moving fairly fast.  
Approaching the park Russ found that the farm 
vehicle had no brakes.  He dodged between the trees 
in the park, while the level ground slowed the tractor 
speed considerably, but he still had to run into a tree 
to stop it.  Fortunately he was able to jump off before 
the impact and no one was hurt. 

“On another occasion, someone had located a 
tractor and full manure spreader parked in a nearby 
barnyard.  The aforementioned miscreant got the 
tractor started and drove down the middle of Main 
Street in front of the park, fully fertilizing the 
roadway and sidewalks. 

“Once, on one of the dark nights leading up to 
Halloween, Bud Delavergne and I got a spool of 
black thread from my mother’s sewing basket.  We 
cautiously tied one end to the large brass knocker on 
Mr. Parks’ front door (the house you live in, Donna).  
We unrolled the thread until we were across the 
street, where we hid behind a maple tree.  I pulled on 
the string and the knocker rap-rap-rapped.  Mr. Parks 
came to the door, opened it and saw no one there.  A 
minute or so after he shut the door, I pulled the string 
a few more times, rap-rap-rap.  Again he opened the 
door and saw no one.  He had hardly closed the door 
when I rap-rap-rapped again.  This time when he 
opened it he looked at the knocker and saw the 
thread.  From my spot peeking out from behind the 
maple tree, I saw a hint of a smile on his face as he 

REMEMBRANCES OF HALLOWEENS PAST 
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REMEMBRANCES OF HALLOWEENS PAST Cont… 

broke the thread and closed the door. 
“It was all clean fun and no one ever got hurt, 

though on occasion we got caught.  While busily 
soaping Percy McIntosh’s store windows one 
Halloween night, I suddenly realized that the face I 
saw in the glass was not my reflection, but that of 
Mr. McIntosh grimacing at me from a foot away.  I 
beat a hasty retreat.  Percy had decided to stay in his 
store that night to protect the farm machinery parked 
there.  He was successful.” 

Phil MacMichael sent this email from Scio:  “We 
lived up on Crescent Place above the Gillettes, (the 
Marvin house) and usually had to have permission to 
go down town, but I DO remember a few of the 
stories. Things like chaining the ‘cop’s’ back bumper 
to a tree, then provoking him to start chasing them 
which ripped off his bumper.  A buggy was 
reassembled on top of the school one year.  A hilly 
road was greased one time where cars would try to 
stop.  Then there was always a car on the Witter 
Feed Store porch/loading area several inches above 
the sidewalk level. Detour sign placed at the end of 
Main Street.  Pumpkins were the ‘missile’ of choice.  
Many were involved but Jerry (Hammer) Hanks or 
Leon or Dean Kelly and several others seem to come 
to mind.  

“Sorry, no pictures and do you know, we seldom 
took many pictures then except families etc.  My 
mom had a box Kodak, which I still have, but very 

little else got filmed except by professionals in those 
days, I guess.  Film was expensive and complicated 
to get printed,” Phil commented.   

Keith Doty also added some colorful stories:  “We 
would ‘borrow’ some farm machinery from different 
places, but one of the most popular was Mike 
Murphy’s farm (on the Karr Valley Road just below 
Woodlawn Cemetery).  We would push it all 
downhill and and lined it up in front of Al Palmer’s.  
We would also gather up backhouses and set them 
around different places around town. 

“One Hallowe’en, Art McIntosh was running a 
tractor (don’t know where it came from – maybe a 
Farmall) and a manure spreader and went up to the 
pea vinery and loaded it with stinky  ensilage and 
spread it all the way down Main Street.   

“We played a lot of jokes on the town cop . . we 
used to get up in a tree and throw a bag of leaves on 
Otto (Jones’) windshield when he went down by – or 
a 5 gallon pail of water – and then run and hide  He 
would go looking for us with flashlights, etc. He had 
a pretty good idea of who did it – but he never caught 
us . . . .” 

When asked who put all the farm machinery they 
“borrowed” back, Keith said:  “I don’t remember – it 
wasn’t us!  Probably all the farmers came and 
gathered up their stuff and took it home.   None of us 
wanted anyone to know ‘who dunnit!’  It was a real 
sight!   Today we would be in prison!” 

Don Washburn of Almond remembered the “Northern Pike Limited” and the fishing stories that Al Palmer and 
his fishing buddies told . . . .  “I liked the article (July/Aug/Sept 2012 AHS newsletter) about the fishing bus.  
When we were kids, we would pick up night crawlers for Al (Palmer) and he would pay us a penny apiece for them 
– also suckers out of the creek – six inch ones.  Al would put them all on salt and use them for bait on their next 
fishing trip.  The Canacadea Creek used to be full of suckers, shiners, horndays (or horned dace), and mullet at one 
time.  I used get up every morning and fish down at the creek.   There hasn’t been anything in that stream since the 
1972 flood.”  

We extend our congratulations to Don  who recently won first prize of $1000 in the 31st annual Canandaigua 
Lake Trout Derby.    He landed his winning 13.48 pound, 35 inch lake trout just two hours and twenty minutes into 
the two-day derby.   In addition to the cash prize, the trophy fish will be mounted.  Since its inception the 
Canandaigua Trout Derby has raised more than $160,000 for Camp Good Days and Special Times and Mercy 
Flight Central, according to the website.   Not looking for publicity, Don joked that he had fished the Canandaigua 
Derby for 26 years:  “I’ve just gotten back my entries fees, that’s all.”  

One day this summer, Steve Kobs, who is living in Nelson, British Columbia, stopped by the Hagadorn House 
for a visit, seeking local cemetery information.  He was looking for the grave of his g-g grandmother, Sarah Cooper 
Bell, whose family writings give the location of “grandmother’s grave under a great maple tree, with an iron fence 
around it”  . . . .  Later by mail we received confirmation that he had found her grave, along with  a great deal of 
family information, including an account of a trip back to Almond and West Almond in 1906 made by his Great-
Grandfather John Edson Bell, a prominent Minneapolis banker.  Interesting reading for another time . . . .  

We Hear From Our Readers 
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The Search for Floyd Straight 
By Donna B. Ryan 

Last week, I received a call at my home from 
Jean Pilgrim at the Almond Library, noting that a 
couple by the name of Dave and Judy Simon 
were in town, looking for the location of the 
home of his late grandfather, Floyd Straight.   
I made a call to Burr Straight, 
thinking he might be a relative 
– but that was not the case.  
Then I called my 
“nonagenarian” informants  -- 
Wayne Kellogg and Chub 
Lockwood – who both have 
keen minds and memories, but 
they did not know where Mr. 
Straight lived. 

So I called the Simons back, 
and told them I would meet 
them at the AHS office.  What 
an exciting time ensued!  
Traveling back to their home in 
Roanoke, VA, they had taken a 
detour to Dansville, where 
Dave’s parents lived in the 
early years of their marriage, 
and then came on to Almond, 
hoping to find someone who 
could help them.    

Not knowing what I would find, I pulled the 
rather full STRAIGHT family file.  Toward the 
back were several very old clippings . . . two 
obituaries dated 1941 and 1944, of Floyd and 
Winifred Prior Straight, his grandparents!  There 
was also a newspaper clipping of their wedding, 
ca 1901!  Floyd served as mayor of the village, 
and the handwritten March 15, 1932 Village 
election results were there as well:  Ten voters 
were listed:  May Hosley, Ida Braack, James 
Stewart, P. A. McIntosh, Gertrude McIntosh, 
Winifred Straight, Floyd Straight, John 
Washburn, Donald McIntosh, Pearl Armstrong!  
Total votes cast: 10, F. W. Straight 9, blank 1.  
For Trustee: Total votes cast 10, Vasco Ferree, 
10.   Testimonials were also included of Floyd’s 
service to the community as mayor and station 
master at the Erie depot. 

We scanned a professional studio portrait of 

his grandfather and forwarded it to him via email so 
that he can have it reproduced. 

Extensive genealogy Prior family information 
was also there, thanks to Barb Bernstein’s careful 
research and recording.  The records indicate that 

Mrs. Straight was a Prior, and one 
of our very early members, a 
staunch supporter, was the late 
Helen Prior, one of Mrs. Straight’s 
cousins. 

The question I had was, where 
did these old newspaper clippings—
some 80 to 100+ years old --  come 
from since the AHS was not formed 
until 1965?   I called Roxie 
VanOrman Waight, a great-niece of 
Helen Prior, to see what she could 
tell me.  She explained that Helen 
was a schoolteacher in the Karr 
Valley school.  She never married, 
and she was an avid reader – always 
at the Library.  “She was a strong 
Baptist and was always reading her 
Bible.  She went to church every 
Sunday even though she couldn’t 
hear – she was deaf.   She walked to 
the post office every day to get her 

mail.  Because she was so deaf, she kind of stayed by 
herself.  She was in her own little world with God. . 
.  She was the keeper of the family records.  I would 
suspect that those clippings probably came from her 
collection, much of which was turned over to AHS 
when she died,” Roxie explained.   

The Simons left Almond with a great 
appreciation for the Almond Historical Society and 
the records that we guard.  “We are thrilled with the 
amount of help you have given us, and 
overwhelmed with the pictures and information that 
we never knew about my family.  I didn’t know that 
my grandfather was the Mayor of Almond . . . and I 
did not know my mother was adopted,” he said . . .    

They said goodbye and left a generous donation. 
Mike Baker, one of our board members, then took 
them to 18 Chapel Street, where his grandparents 
lived more than 70 years ago. 
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A near capacity crowd was wowed when Ken 
and Leah Corey of Bath brought the late John 
McIntosh Kelly and Maryett Babock Kelly to life 
with their wonderful dramatic readings of the 
couple’s Civil War letters at the September AHS 
Open House. 

A special guest at the meeting was Helen Kelly 
Brink, president of the Steuben County Historical 
Society and great-granddaughter of John and 
Maryett.  Mrs. Brink, who compiled the letters in 
the recently published book, I Thought It My Duty 
To Go To My Country's Call, wrote in the 
foreword:  “My great grandparents had been 
married less than three years and had a nineteen 
months old son when great grandfather enlisted in August 1862.  During the next two years and ten 
months they wrote letters to each other, sometimes every day.  These letters, which had been carefully 
saved by the family, eventually came into my possession.  Realizing their historic value and the fact that 
many had already become very hard to read, I knew that their further preservation required action.  
Therefore, I began the sometimes difficult task of deciphering the letters and typing them into my 
computer.”  The letters were then donated to the Steuben County Historical Society for safekeeping.   

Ken and Leah’s entertaining performance was highlighted by their professionalism and obvious 
pleasure in working together. Both are retired registered nurses, sharing a life-long love of theater, with 
90 years of combined theater experience between the two of them.  Ken noted that he and Leah enjoy 
performing because for an hour or so they can become another person, and in this case it was John 
McIntosh Kelly and Maryett Babcock Kelly from Fremont, NY.  

A gift basket of maple syrup products from Brad and Jenny Hager was presented to the couple by 
President Lee A. Ryan (see photo), who were thrilled to receive it! 

September Meeting—The Coreys Bring the Kellys to Life 

We at the Almond Historical Society are greatly indebted to Sean Phelan, who has undertaken the 
project of scanning and restoring our collection of slides, saving them electronically on CDs. 

Sean’s interest in the project began in 1967, when he was concerned about preserving on film pictures 
of houses and buildings that were scheduled to be torn down to make way for the Expressway (I86).  “I 
took slides of the buildings on Karrdale Avenue, and then my father (Linn L. Phelan) said, ‘Now that 
you have started the project, let’s do all the houses in Almond!’” 

For the next several years, he took over 300 pictures of homes in the Town and Village of Almond.  
“I had done everything in the southern 2/3 of the town, including the village.  North Almond Valley and 
north did not get finished.  I said I would do those photographs later. They have been stored at the 
Hagadorn House since they were taken, some for 45 years.” 

But the life expectancy of slide film is only 35 years, and Sean began to worry about them 
deteriorating.  So he began a new project:  scanning, repairing, and storing more than 300 slides, along 
with glass negatives from the AHS’ collection.   “I wanted to capture the images before we lost them.” 

Sean’s obvious respect for his parents, Linn and Helene, and their passion for preserving the history 
of Almond, is part of his motivation, he says. He has spent hours and hours scanning and restoring these 
images . . which will probably turn into months before he is finished.  Some of the slides already are past 
their useful life . . . and the restoration process takes an immense amount of time.  Sean has already 
brought CDs containing more than 100 photographs to the archives/office. 

Sean - We are thankful for your willingness to spend so much of your time on this project.  We are 
having great fun looking at these pictures, and we know that generations to come will be glad that these 
images were preserved.  

Thank you Sean! 
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